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	By Your Side

**A/N: Another shout out to theslytherinrose on this one! (read her stuff!) I would love to hear what you all think. Thanks & enjoy! :D**

* * *

><p>Narcissa was currently in the drawing room with Lucius. She held her favorite book in one hand and played with the wedding band that now lay on her fourth finger, which he'd given her just a few weeks prior when they shared their wedding vows. She was thrilled beyond measure to be the wife of the love of her life and to carry the title that she'd waited years to carry: Lady Malfoy.<p>

She'd known early on when Lucius and herself had begun courting back in her fifth and his sixth year at Hogwarts that she was going to marry him; she was thankful that he'd all along felt the same way toward her. She never believed she'd be so 'lucky' to have ended up with such a wonderful man—the man of her dreams. After having parents like Cygnus and Druella, she'd always feared she'd either end up alone or marry a very cruel and harsh suitor that her mother had chosen for her.

She noticed Lucius's eye on her fiddling with her ring, instead of on that evening's Prophet, which had arrived not long before they'd sat down in front of the fire in the drawing room.

"What's on your mind, my rose?" he asked softly, his eyes moving from her fingers to her face.

"Why you, of course, my darling," she answered lovingly, her bright-blue eyes locking with his light-grey ones.

Lucius smiled. "Oh?" he began playfully, "and what thoughts is that wonderful mind of yours entertaining about me?"

Narcissa grinned, setting the book down on the coffee table in front of the chaise and scooting closer. She rested one hand on his cheek, tracing her thumb along his skin, keeping her eyes fixed on his while the other hand rested against his chest. "Just how lucky I am to have married the man of my dreams," she replied with just as much playfulness in her tone as had been in his.

Lucius grinned, leaning forward and tilting his head slightly to give him better access to her skin. He rested his hands on her waist and began running a trail of kisses along her neck.

Narcissa closed her eyes and tilted her head to allow him more access, letting out a sigh of absolute contentment at the feeling of his soft lips against her skin and moving her hands to grip his shoulders as he continued his work.

"Have I told you lately just how lucky I am to have you?" asked Lucius playfully between his kisses, turning several of them into nibbles.

Narcissa shivered and let out several sounds of pleasure at his work against her skin. "Yes… I believe you've… mentioned it…" she barely breathed—she'd always found it incredible how quickly he could turn her on.

Lucius grinned against her skin at her response trailed his kisses upward toward her jaw and cheeks and then pulled back, their eyes locking once more.

"I hope you don't mind me reminding you of how wonderful you are, often," he answered, leaning in to peck at her lips.

"Of course, not," answered Narcissa, returning his peck and then pulling back and leaning in toward his ear to nibble on it. "As long as you don't mind me reminding you."

Lucius groaned softly at her nibble and shivered at the feeling of breath in his ear. "I never mind," he replied.

Narcissa smiled and pulled back once again, locking eyes with him when she did. Lucius leaned in, capturing her lips with his own, and she returned the kiss.

Their lips remained together for several moments, moving in synchronization with one another, and at one point their tongues began to work alongside one another, each massaging against the other.

"I love you," breathed Lucius when he broke their kiss, and he kissed her nose.

"And I love you," she answered, smiling at his words and at his kisses.

Lucius went to return his lips to hers, but the all-too-familiar pain in his right arm stopped him from doing so. He let out a sigh, alerting Narcissa, who furrowed her brows and tilted her head slightly.

"What's the matter, darling?" she asked.

"He's calling," replied Lucius.

Narcissa sighed at her husband's words, knowing exactly what he meant and feeling the sudden urge to be ill along with anger toward the Dark Lord for ruining their beautiful moment rising in the pit of her stomach. She let out a sigh of her own, placing her hand on his cheek and looking into his eyes.

"I've been dreading this day," she said. "I knew it would come, but… I'm—I'm afraid." Since they'd wed, he'd not been summoned, so she hadn't experienced what it was like now that they were married and living together what it was like for him to be called away.

"I understand," he answered. "But I will come home to you. I promise. Why don't you go on to bed, and I will meet you in our chambers in a few hours? I'll wake you when I return."

Narcissa shook her head. "You're mad if you think I'm going to sleep while you're off doing Merlin-knows-what for the Dark Lord. No, I'll wait in your study for you to return."

Lucius knew better than to argue with Narcissa once she'd made up her mind, so instead he nodded and stood, holding out his hand for her to take. Narcissa took his hand happily, standing and following him to the door and down the corridor.

A few minutes later, Lucius had changed into his Death Eater robes and met her in the study, making his way over to her. Narcissa turned toward him as she heard the door open, taking the necessary steps to break all space that parted them.

He placed his hands against her cheeks, leaning in to capture her lips in one hell of a passionate kiss. Narcissa moaned softly when she felt the strength of his passion through the gesture and rested her hands against his chest, closing her eyes and enjoying the moment before he left.

She sighed quietly when he pulled back, remaining close to him and opening her eyes once more. "I love you," she said.

"I love you," he replied. "I'll be back soon." Lucius stepped out of her embrace and placed his Death Eater mask over his head, producing his wand and Apparating away.

Narcissa felt absolutely sick at the sight of him in his mask; she knew that he had fulfill his duties to the Dark Lord, but she hated the idea that he put himself in danger for the man.

* * *

><p>Several hours passed, and Narcissa remained in the study. She'd done everything from changing into her nightgown and house-robe, to pretending to read, to pacing back and forth, to sitting at his desk and writing a list of things she knew they needed the next time they ventured out into town, to calling upon Dobby for some tea.<p>

She was now currently sitting on the couch that sat in the center of the room in middle of two arm chairs and in front of the fire, which was now lit, waiting for the elf to bring her the tea she'd requested. She hoped the warmth of the fire and tea would bring a calming sensation to her nerves.

When the elf arrived and trotted over toward the couch with her tea in on the platter he held, Narcissa sat up.

"Dobby has Mistress's tea, just how she likes it," said the elf as he handed her the cup.

Narcissa took the tea from the elf and nodded. "Thank you," she answered.

"Yes, Mistress. Is there anything else that Dobby can do for you?" asked the elf.

"That'll be all," she said.

The elf nodded and made his way out of the study, leaving Narcissa inside its four walls alone again to focus on her racing thoughts.

She held the cup with both hands, blowing on the hot liquid to cool it slightly, as her mind thought about where her husband was and how long it had been since she'd last seen him.

Was he all right?

Did something happen?

Was he—?

"No, Narcissa, stop," she said firmly to herself. "He's all right; everything is just fine. He'll be home—"

Narcissa paused her thought when she heard a faint _pop_ alerting her the arrival of Lucius. She whipped her head around and let out a sigh of absolute relief.

"Praise Merlin," she said as she placed the tea cup down and stood, rushing over to him as fast as her feet would carry her.

Lucius removed his mask as she made her way over to him, tossing it aside.

She placed her hands on his cheeks and studied him up and down. "Are you all right? What happened?"

Lucius nodded, sliding his arms around her and holding her close. "Just a few scrapes, nothing that can't be fixed."

"Where are they?" she asked as she produced her wand.

"Narcissa, I'm—"

"Lucius Malfoy, let me heal you," she interrupted.

Lucius nodded, his expression changing to one of understanding. Narcissa wasn't trying to be cross with him, she simply needed to know that he was all right and needed to put him back together if he wasn't.

"Of course," he answered. "I'll have to remove part of my robes, so why don't we go to our chambers?"

Narcissa nodded and took his hand; the two of them made their way out of the study, down the corridor, up the stairs, and to their bedroom.

When they arrived, Lucius removed his shirt and sat on the bed. Narcissa made her way over to where he sat and helped him out of his Death Eater robes, realizing the places where the fabric had been torn. Her eyes widened at the bruises and scrapes he'd procured. She produced her wand and muttered 'Episkey' wherever possible, healing all the wounds she saw. When she finished, she replaced her wand and placed her hands against his cheeks once more, wiping away some dirt that was on his face with her thumb.

She was trying her best to keep it together, but she knew she wouldn't be able to hold back the tears for long. When her lip began to quiver, her tears began to fall, and she felt her cheeks redden at her embarrassment.

Lucius's face fell when she began to cry. "Cissy, I'm here," he said. "I'm home and I'm safe."

"I was so worried," she breathed.

He nodded. "I know. I'm sorry."

She shook her head. "No, I'm sorry. I should be stronger for you."

"Stop that," said Lucius. "You're plenty strong. And I'm here now, so let me be the rest of the strength that you need."

Narcissa nodded, wrapping her arms around his neck and leaning in to kiss his lips. "Thank you," she breathed in between kisses. "I'm so glad you're all right."

Lucius slid his arm around her thin frame, holding her close and returning her kiss. "Thank you for staying up for me," he said in between their kiss.

"Always," she replied, pulling back to look at him for a moment.

Lucius grinned and pulled her gently into his lap, kissing her once again. Narcissa smiled against his lips, sliding her arms around his neck once more and returning his kiss.

She was so thankful that he'd returned home to her safely. As hard as the night had been—waiting and wondering if he was all right—there wasn't anywhere else she would've rather been. He was the love of her life; her reason for breathing, and she would rather experience all of life with him than none at all.


End file.
